RALPH    RASHLEIGH
As he was being taken from the Mayor's court, he saw one
of the guards of the Leviathan standing by, probably wait-
ing to report the escape of a convict. This man immediately
walked up to Rashleigh and scrutinized him carefully,
snatching off the wagoner's hat.
4 Aha! my pretty-spoken gentleman!' he cried, recognizing
him at once. 'So you're nabbed already, are you!'
In a few moments Rashleigh stood again before the
Mayor, who heard with obvious delight the true identity of
the fellow whom he had so shrewdly suspected. Knowing
well how escaping convicts were dealt with on recapture, he
was content to hand Rashleigh over to the hulk authorities
for punishment. Strongly Ironed and chained, he was now
removed to the hulk with a pistol-barrel pressed against his
temple, and was at once confined in a dungeon known as the
Black Hole, situated in the ship's eyes below water-level,
and left there solitary, except for the company of droves of
rats, without food. The tedious hours wore horribly away,
and in the utter darkness he only learnt that the day had
dawned through the sound of tramping feet on deck as the
convicts set off to work. It was some hours after this before
his prison door was opened by the guard, who took him up
to the quarter-deck. Here, impressive and terrifying in their
full-dress uniforms, were assembled the captain, his mate,
the surgeon, and other officers of the Leviathan. After a
very brief trial, in which he could offer only the natural love
of liberty as defence, he was sentenced to receive ten dozen
lashes, in the presence of all the convicts, that same day.
He spent the day until sunset in the Black Hole, and was
then led up to the quarter-deck, passing between the lines of
convicts who had been paraded to witness his punishment.
The formality of reading over his offence and sentence was
quickly performed, and the convict was ordered to strip.
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